THE EVENING WORLD'S FICTION SECTION, SATURDAY, JANUARY 28, 1048, s

fnall I cannot marry—you, or any
ona I—I have promised. I am not
frea”

“Nothing In the world is final" re-
turned , Hemingway sharply, “exocept
death” Hs ralsed his bat and, as
though to leave her, moved away. Ho
felt that for the present to continue
might lose him the chance to fight
again, But, to deliver an ultimatum,
he turmned back.

“As long as you are alive, and 1 am
allve,” he told her, “all things are pos-
sible. I didn't glve up hope. I don't
give up you." ¢

The girl exclaimed with a gesture of
despair:

*You won't understand that I am
spenking the truth. You are right that
things c¢an change the future, but
nothing can change the past. Can't you
understand that?”

“What do I care for the past? orled
the young man scornfully. "I know
only one thing—iwo things; that T love
you and that, until you love me, I am
going to make your life hell!"

For an Instant she ist him clasp
her hands In both of his.

Something in her face caused lis
heart to leap, But he wus too wise to
speak.

“8he Is enghged to Fearing!™ he told
himself. *“She has promiged to marry
Fearing! B8he thinks that it i3 oo late
to consider another man!" The proz-
pect of & Aght for the woman he loved
thrilled him greatly.

FEMINGWAY at the sumset how
H belook himself to the Con-
sulate. At that hour it had
become his customn to visit his
fellow countryman and with Him share
the gossip of the day and such u cock-
tall ns only a fellow countryman could
compese. Later he wans 1o dine at the
house of the Ivery Company and, ay
his heart never ceased telling him, Mra.
Adnir also was to be present,

"It wili be a very pleasant party.”
sald Harrig. “They gave me a bid, too,
but it's steamer day to-morrow and I've
got to get my mal ready for the boat.
Mr=. Adalr is to be there."

Of Mrs, Adair, Harris always spoke
with reverent enthusinsm, and the man
who loved her delighied to lsten. Bt
this time Harrls disappointed him,

“And Fearing, t0o,” he added,

The conjunctlon of the two nuamesy
surprised Hemingway, but he made nn
slgn.

Harris began to pace the room.

“There's no one,” he complained migd-
denly, “so popularly unpopular as the
man who butts in. 1 know that, but
still I've always taken his side. I've
alwaya been for him.” He halted and
frowned down upon lis guest,

“Suppose,” he began aggressively, 1
see a man deiving lils car over a cliaf,
If 1 tell him that road will take hlm
over a clff, the worst that call happen
to me s to be told to mind ‘y own
business, and 1 can siways answel!
back, ‘I was only trying to help you' It
1 don't speak, the man Wreaks his neck
Botween the two, It seems Lo me, sooned
than bave any one's life on my hands,
1'd rather be told to mind my businesa."”

Hemingway's, cxprossion  was  dis-
tinctly disapproving, but, undismayed
the Consul continued:

“Now, we all know that thia merning
you gnve that polo pony to Lady Firth,
and one of us guesscs that you™ firsl
offersd it to some one else, who refused
it. One of us thinks that very soon, to-
morrow, or even to-nlght, you may
offer that game person something wortin
more than.g polo pony. and that if she
refuses that it is golng te hurt you for
the rest of your life"

EMINGWAY shot at lis friend
n glanco of warning. In haste,
Harris continued:

“1 wnow,” he protested, uo-
swering the look “I Fhow that this is
where Mr, Buttinsky is told to mind his
business. But I'm golnk right on. I'm
golng to state a theory, and let you
draw your own deductions”

He slid Into n chalr, and across Lthe
table fastened his eyes on those of hia
triend. Undismayed, but with a wry
gmile of dislike, Hemingway stured (ix-
edly back at him,

“What,” remanded Harrls, “is the
first rule in dotective work?"

Homingwsy let the Consul answer
his own quoestion

It is to follow the woman,"” declared
Harris. "And, accordingly. what should
be the first precaution of a man making

~ his getaway? To see thal the woman

does mot follow., Bul supposc wo are
denling with a fugitive of especinl In-
telligence, with & eriminal who has im-
aginntion and brains? He might fix it
po that the woman could follow him;
he might plan it 50 that no one would
suspect. She might arcive at his hid-
fng place only after many months onty
after each had made sepamtely n long
clreuit of the globe, only after a jour.
ney with a plavsible and legitimate ob-
jeot. And, as strangers under the
syes of others, they would becoma
aoqualnted, would gradually grow more
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friendly, until at last pseple would say:
“Those two mean to make a maich of
i’ And then, one day, openly, in the
#ight of all men, with the ald of the
law and the church, they would re-
sume those relations that existed before
the man ran awsy and tho woman fol-
lowed."

There wus a short sllence,

Hemingway broke It In a {one that
would accept no denial

“You can't talk Ilke that to ma,"
he cried. “What do you mean?"

The Consul regarded him with grave
aolicitude, His jook was one of real
affection, and, although his tone held
the absolute finality of the family phy-
dolan who dellvers a sentence of death,
he spoke with gentlencss nnd regret.

“I mean,” ho sald, “that Mra. Adalr is
not & widow; that the man she speaks
of as her late husband ls Fearing!*

Hemingway tried to adfust hia mind
to the calamity. But hizs mind rofusedl,

ROM the harbor Hemingway
heard the rnucous whistle of (he
liner signalling her entrance

Hemingway tried to urge him-
#olf.to balleve there had beon some hid-
eous, absurd error. But in answer
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not dlaming you! I'd be proud of the
ohance to do amuch, I asked because
I'd like to go away thinking she's cone
tent, thinking she’s happy with him."

‘Doesn’'t it look as though she
woreT™ Harris protested. *She's fol-
lowed him half around the globe, If
she'd been happler away from him,
she'd have stayed away from him.”

80 Intent had heen the men upon
their talk that neither had noted the
passing of the minutes or that the
mall steamer had distributed her mall
and passengers; and when n scrvant
entered bearing lamps, and from the
office the Consul's clerk appeared with
a bundle of letters from the steamer,
both were taken by surprise.

“Bo late? exclaimed Hemingway. i
must go. If I'm to sall at davhrenk.
've little timel™

8 he advanced towaird Ilamwia
with his hand cutstretehed in
adieu, the face of the Consul
halted him. With the lettors,

the clerk had pluced upon the table a

visiting-card, and the Consul stared at
it in famcination. Moving stiffly. he
turned 't so that Hemingway could see,

Tt AN WHD KNEW NOTHING ON EART

A STARRY LOVE STORY
By TRISTRAM TUPPER

viine back to him pheaed the glel hind
lust addresid to him: "You can com-
mand  the future, bul  you cannot
ohange the past. [ cannot mar:'y you,
oF any one! 1 am not free!"

And then to comfort himself he ealled
up the look he had surprised in her
eyen when lie gtood holding her hands
In his He clung to It as n drowning
man will cluteh even ut u ploce of floal-
ing seaweed.

In a volce strange to him Le heard
himuelf saying: *“Why ¢o you think
thut?  You've got to tell me, This
morning T asked Mrea Adair o mmrcy
me."

The Consul exelaimed in dismay: “1
thought I was In time. 1 ought to have
told you duys before, but”"'——

"Fell me now,” commanded Heming-
WY,

"1 know it in a thousand ways," be.
gun Harris. “But to convines you," he
woent on, "1 need tell you only one. |
see I've got to show you, It's Kindest,
after all, to cut gquick” He leaned
further forward and his volee dropped,
Speaking quickly, he subd:

"Last summer 1 lived in a bungulow on
the Pearl Road. Fearing's house was
next to mine. This was before Mrs
Adalr went to live at the ageney. and
while she was alone in another bunga-
low Turther down the romd. I waa 1l
that sununer; I couldn't sleep. I used
to sit all night on my verunda and pray
for the sun o riser No one could sen
me, but: I could see the vemnda of
Fearing's lLouse and Into hils garden.
Andl night after night I saw Mrs, Adair
Meep oul of Fearing's houwse, saw him
wilk with her to the gute, saw him in
the shadow of the bushes take her in
his arms, and saw them kiss. No one
knows that but you and I, and,” he
cried deflantly, “it Is impossible for ug
1o belleve |l of Polly Adair.

Hemingway rose and slowly and
heavily moved toward the door. "1 will
not trouble them any more,” he added
“I'll leave at sunrise on that boat."

N the doorway Hemingway halted
and turned back “Why" he
asked dully, “do vou think Fear-

ing is a fugitive? Not that It

mitters (o her, sinee she loves him;
or that it matters to me, Only I want
her to have only the best"

Again the Conmul moved unligppily.

“I oughtn't to tell you," he protested,
“and If T do I ought to tell the State
Dopartment and a detective agenoy
first. They want him, or a man like
him."” His volece dropped to o whis-
PEr, “The man wanted s Henry
Brownell, a cashior of a bank In Wal-
tham, Mass, thirty-five years of age.
smooth-shaven, college-bred, speak-
ing with a marked New England ac-
cent, and—and with other matks that
fit Fearipg lke the cover on & book.
They are positive hie 8 on the coast of
Afriea. T put them off. § wasn't sure.”

"You've been protecting them,” sald
Flemingwiay

I waan't sure,” reiternted Hurris
“And if 1 were, the Pinkertons can do
their own sleuthing, The man's Hving
honestly now, anyway, lsn't he? he
demanded. "and shoe lovis Ll Why
stould T punish her?

His tone seemed Lo ohinllened und 1)
Leald,

Winad "Ged!™ erled e other. “I*m
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On It Hemlngwny read, "“George 8
gheyer,” and, on a lower: )ine, “Iepre
senting the Plokerton Agency”

Hemingway, with a groan of i «.
may, exclalmed aloud:

“It |la the end}:

From the darkness of the outer of.
fice A man stepped soltly Into the ol
ule of the lamp,

"It Is the end'?" he repeitod in-
aquiringly, He spoke the phrase with
pecullar emphasis, His volee wusm cool,
alert, authoritative. "The end of
what?” he demanded sharply,

In the silence the detoctive oy
into the light. He wus tall and
strongly bullt, his fice was shrewd
and intelligent,

“Which of you s the Consul? he
asked, But he did not take lhis oves
from Hemingway.

“l am the Conaul.'” wald Harvis,
still the detective dld not turn from
Hemingway.

“Why," he anked, "did this genile-
man, when he read my eard, siay, ‘It ‘s
the end? The end of what? Has
anything been going on hore that cume
tg an end when e saw my card ™
. Huarris saw his friend slowly retreat,
slowly crumple up Inle a chair, slowly
ralse his hands to cover hla face. As
though (o a nightmare, he hewrd him
saying savagely:

“It s the end of two years of lwll
it 1a the end of two years of fear and
iagony! Now I shall have pence, Now
I shall sleep! T thank God youwe
come! I thank Ciod T ean go back!"

Harvis sprang bLetwoon the two me

“What does this mean?’ he com
manded.

Hemingway ralsed W% exes und sur
veyed him steadlly.

“It means.” he said, “that § have do-,
celyed you, Harris—that 1 am the man
you told me of, T am the man thes
want" He turned to the officer.

"I fooled him for four months'' Le
sald, “I couldn’t 100l you for five miu
utes'”

The eyom of the deteotive dupend
with sudden triumph. He shot un enpet
glance from Hemingway to the o
sul 3
“This man,"” he demunded, “wiho la
ho?"

With an impatient gesture Heming
way signified Hurrls,

“He doesn’t know who 1 dm.” Le
sald. “He knows me as Hemingway 1
am Hemry Brownell of Waltham
Masa” Agaln his face sank into the
palms of hls hands. “And U'm tired -
tired," he moaned. I am wick of not
knowing, sick of runnlug away, I Bive
myself up.”

The detective breatlied a sigh of 1e
llef that seemed to  iswue (rom s
soul,

"My God' he sighod, “you've given
me a long chase! Twve had eleven
montha of you, and I'me. a8 sick of this
s you are” He vecoverod llmself
sharply, Asx Lhough peciting an (fean-
tation, he addressed Hemingway in
viisp, emotionless notes

"Henry Brownell! le chan'ed,
wrrest you In the name of tht (*on
monwoalth of Massnehusetts for th
tubbery of the Waltham Title anit
Trust Company, I understand,” lie
wdod, “vou wilve extradition und 1
turn with mo of your own free wil®

With his foce still In his hand
Hemngway muarmured ussentl. T™h

L — —

toctive stepped briskly and uninvited
to the table and seated himamelf,

“I want to send a message home, Mr,
Consul.” he sald. “May 1 use your
cable blanksT*

NSIDE the skull of Wilbur iarrls
of Towa, U. 8. A, American Con=
sul to Zanzibar, East Africa,
there was pgoing forward o

mighty struggle that was not fit to put
into worda. i

What was his own duty he could not
determine, That of Hemingway he
knew nothing, be could truthrully tes-
tify. And If now Hemingway clalmed
to be Henry Brownell, he had no cer-
taln knowledg¥ to the contrary. Ile
foresnw that his friend need only send
a wireless from Nantucket and at the
wharf witnesses would swsrm to 8=
tablish his identity and make-it evis
dent the dotective had blundered. And
in the meanwhile Hrownell and his
wife, In some settlement stll] further
removed from pbservation, would for
the second time have fortified thems
pelves against pursuit and ecapture, He
saw the eyes of Hemingway fixed npon
him In appeal and warning,

The brisk volee of {he detective
broke the silence.

“You will testify, If need bLias Mr,
Congul he sald, “that you heard ihe
prisoner pdmit he was Henry Browe
nell and that he surrendered himmelf
of his own free will?”

For an instant the Consul Lesitated,
then he nodded stiffly,

"1 heard him,"” he sald,

HREE hours later, at 10 o"elock
of the same evening, the de-
tective and Hemingway

leanod togoether on the steam-

aliip's rufl. R

“You are sure,” Hemingway sild,
“vou lold no one?” .

“No one” the detective unswered.
“Of course your hotel proprietor
knows you're salling, but he doasn't
know why. And, by sunrlee, we'll be
well out at sen”

The words caught HMHMemingway by
the throat. e Lnd seen her for the
lust time: that morninge for the Iast
time had looked into hor eyes, Lind held
her hands n his. With a pain that
seomed Impossible Lo support, he

“turned his back wpon Zanebar and all
And, af Lie turned,”

it meant to him.
he faced, coming toward hlm, across
the moonlit deck, Fearing.

With o polite but authoeitative pes-
ture Fearing turned to the deteetive,
“I have something to say to this gen-
tleman before he sulls” he sald;
“would you kindly stand over there?”

Turning his back uwpon the detec-
tive, and facing lHemingway. Fearing
began abruptly, His volee was sunk
to a whisper, Lbut he spoke without
the slightest sign of trepldation,

“Two yvears age, when I was Indiet-
od," he whisjerad, *“and ran away.
Polly pald back hnlf of the sum |
stole, That left her withoul a penny:
that's why she look to this typewrit-
Ing. Hince then, I have pald back
nearly all the rest, But Polly wuas not
satlsfled. She wanled me to take my
punishment an start fresh, She knew
they were watching her so she couldn'l
write this to me, but she came (o me
by a roundabout way. And all the
time she's Leen here, she’s beon bog
Eing me Lo go buck and give mysolf up
[ couldn’t see it. [ Kknew in fn fow
months I'd have pald back a1 [ took,
and T thought that was enough, Bt
sho sald T most take iy medielne In
our own conntry, and start square with
4 clean slate, She's dqona a lot for me,
and whether T'd hive done that for her
ar not, 1T don't know., But now. f
must!  What you did to-night to sye
me, leaves me no cholee,  Sp, M
Bl

With an exciamntion of anger Horo.
ingway caught the othor by the shonldee
nnd dragged him cosor.

“Fo save sou!™ he whispersd.  *[
didn’t do it tor you. I did it thut yon
hoth conld escape together, to glve vou
time"——-.

"But I tell you" protested Fraring,
Ysho dossn't wanl me to eseape.  And
maybe shi's right. Any way, we're gall.
Ing with you at"—

"We?" whiapered Homingway, steady -
ing hls volce, ““I'hen—then your wify
Ia golng with you?p”

"My wite!” Fearing exeluimml of
havon't gol n wife! 1t you mean Pally
—Mra, Adair—she in my sister! Anil
she wants to thank yoiu Bhe's he-
low" ' —-

Hemingway fNuug bim to one sile amit
was macing down the deck.

The deteotive sprang In pirrait

*One momient, there!" he shionted

But the alert, Hronzed soung

nin
harred hiv way.
In the moonlight e deteiive S
that he was snlling
"That's wll  vight™  aoid 19 wing
“He'll be back o o mdouns Fouvsfile
you don't wanr him., Vm 1he 1y .\;
want "™ J
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